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Summary: A Short Odd Story from Rachel's point of view.. I promise, 
it IS short. FINISHED 


The Survival Game Animorphs 
The Survival Game 

> By <a href="MailTo : Turt leGal 90AOL . com">Micansana Dini<a> 
(TurtleGal90AOL .com) 

> <br> 

> <br> A dark figure shifts uncertainly in the shadow of a large 
barn . 

> <em> ' Got to stop...'<em> she thinks _'to think... getting hard to 
remember how I degenerated into **this**... into hunting my former 
allies . 

> Her long blonde hair shimmers slightly as she slinks around to the 
barn's door. <em>'One minute we were in Cassie's barn... meeting as 
usual... then.. I remember being engulfed in a blinding light... 
confusion... swirling... a feeling as if we were being pulled 
underwater. . . ' <em> 

> A quick glance around her to see if anyone is watching, then she 
slips inside the barn. <em> ' and then we woke up here... we decided to 
stick together... for safety's sake. But then slowly, the paranoyia 
creeped in, I remember edging away from the others, then... 

flight ! <em> 

> <em> ' They are cleverly devious, they will split up to hunt me ' <em> 
the figure thinks as she picks the lock on a box _'I will need... an 
* *advantage* * !_ 

> <tt> ' CRACCCKKKK ' <tt> the old lock gives away and the figure opens 
the box. She withdraws a weapon... a gun. Then she slinks back out of 
the barn. 

> <em> ' The cousin ' <em> she thinks as she peeks round a corner and 
sees a young brown-haired boy _'He hasn't seen me. He also has a 
weapon. My morphs would be useless. He wants me dead. . . 

> She jumps out and points the weapon at him.<br> 'ZZZZZT' the air 
sizzles and he falls to the ground. 



> Rachel quickly exits the scene, leaving others to find him.<br> As 
she waits in the hayloft of the barn, a young hispanic boy enters. 
Rachel smirks smugly to herself... this is the one she's been waiting 
for. _'Marco..'_ she thinks _'you're as good as dead'_ 

> She times the blast carefully <tt> ' ZZZZZT ' <tt> 

> "I'll get you back Rachel!" she hears his mournful cry before she 
hears the satisfying <tt> ' spluuurp ' <tt> of his body falling into a 
pile of manure. 

> Leaving the barn, she spots her next target. <em> ' The bird...'<em> 
she thinks spitefully _'to think I used to have feelings for that 
scum '_ 

> She levels her weapon at him. He whirls around, a fearfilled look 
on his face. "Rachel, I..." he begins. He is cut short by the 

<tt> ' ZZZZT ' <tt> of Rachel's weapon. His body falls to the ground with 
a thump . 

> She pauses for a moment over his body <em>'A most dishonorable way 
to die . ' <em> 

> She quickly leaves, knowing only one oppont remains... Cassie. 

<em> ' The most dangorous of any of them'<em> she thinks _'Extra 
caution will be needed'_ She ties her hair back with a rag and sticks 
it inside her shirt. 

> Scanning the yard, Rachel spots her, in the shadows of the house, 
her dark skin blending in perfectly with her dark camaflauge 
enviroment . <br> Slinking and sneaking, Rachel makes her way towards 
her potetential victum. 

> Cassie turns towards a shadow and points her weapon towards it. 
Shooting, she finds nothing. <br> "Looking for me?" comes a voice from 
behind her. 

> Cassie turns to receive a blast in the face from Rachel's 
weapon. <br> Rachel flees to the front of the barn where she pauses 
again. She is alone now. _' ALONE '_ 

> "Hey Rachel" comes Jake's voice "Great game!"<br> _'Huh?... 
what...?'_ she thinks as her mind snaps out of the fantasy dreamed up 
by her overactive imagination 

> "Yeah, these lazer zap guns are totally cool," Tobias says.<br> 

"You did _incredible_, Rach ! " Cassie adds. 

> "I... I guess... I just got <em>into<em> it!" Rachel says 
shrugging . 

> "Whatever, phyco, I'm still gonna get you for blasting me into 
manure" Marco grumbled, and everyone laughed. <br> 

> THE END<br> 

> * <em>The Survival Game<em> is inspired by a short story of no name 
by Brown/Lawson/Lavigne 

> <div> 


End 
f ile . 



